LIFE   OF   LORD   REDESDALE
overcame his caution. Discarding his cocked hat and
gold-laced green coat, he returned to the suburbs of
Dublin and was finally arrested when hiding at Harold's
Cross.
No defence was made by his Counsel, but he was allowed
to address the jury, which he did in a long, eloquent and
treasonable speech for which he was repeatedly called to
order by Lord Norbury.  He was found guilty and sen-
tenced to be hanged the following day. There was univer-
sal sympathy for his youth, and regret for his misplaced
hopes, dreams and ideals. His dignity, courtesy, eloquence
and personal charm attracted all with whom he came in
contact, but fanaticism and egoism were abnormally
developed in his curious and complex character.   With
the help of a few hundred pounds and a body of raga-
muffins, he saw himself the saviour of his little country,
rescuing her from the tyranny of the mightiest Empire
the world has ever known; and arrayed in cream panta-
loons, green gold-laced coat, white plumed hat, red sash
and big sword, saluting the flag of the Irish Republic,
floating proudly from the Tower of Dublin Castle.   It
was all very childish and the Irish Government were pitiful.
Seeing the nervous, overwrought condition of the boy,
Lord Redesdale was very gentle in his examination, and
it is recorded that Lord Norbury shed tears after he had
passed sentence.   Efforts were made by the Crown to
keep Miss Curran's name out of the case, and in referring
to her letters the Attorney-General spoke of the writer as
a "brother conspirator." Unfortunately a barrister recog-
nized her handwriting as the letter lay on the table and
the secret could no longer be kept.1
After Emmet's sentence no one was allowed to see him
1 Public Record Office, H.0.100/113.
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